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PROLOGUE. 


oh JN ON 913% 
HE Projoguc'overy feu Regud che Play, 
EachBargams \wath' aTrull,and moves 88 

But I, in whom deep Poliricks appear, '' | | 
rſt drew the Curtain to ſedute you here 
.ord, how:thoie look now, tliat Sneakirig there, 
ince Mochigg hew Ive Rambled e ry way 
0 beg an. itateſt for my Self to day; 
But What e tauſe was inade by ev'ry enn 
Rather than give poor Pine Fall a Crown. 
The City: WU pretended they wouꝰd ha- come, il 
But that their Loving Husbands were at Home. 4 
The Lawyers crycd they had long Rolls to Write, f 

nd the Merchants Sw] o ende, it's Poſt- night. 

he French Men Innere asd, Pour Qhifting Scouts, 

arce to be truſted with a pair of Bots. N 

he Ladies: Frety Rogues, would have been here, 
But all their mone ys gotie in India Ware 
thought the Ladies had more Nicegeſs ſhown!) 
Than to EſteenDammdstuff ſo common growonz 2 | 
Now every Ale Wife has a Damask Gown ; b 
In Calicets and Chints e ſee each Mawkin | 
And Whores are Diſtinguiſſyd by a Hawkin, © /| 
Alter theſe Indta Toy? s the Sex were mad, v7 | 
And many a poor Damiel Im afraid n 
Purchas d an Atlas, with a Maidenhead, 
The Beaus were Carel, | Hehey game Or no, 
Pcrhapsinto the Box an Actor fo; 
But ſays one great Wit, it I come, Ido; 
Some broken pen Mone all the Play, 


If I would let em i _ the Pay * 
Lane for 9001 w 1 bald LY 04 
Tho they were; w wre n Uisbattded b 
By all Occurences | plainly lee 

The Galleries are the trueſt Friends to me, 
They L hither trudge for a front ſeat by three, 
My chanłs to all that form this Graceful Scene 
Your Favours every way Ide try to Win. 


Now Mr. Prompter let the Play begin 
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But t hates the Poet*s fault, and not our own. 


ee 


His long Vacation, how we ve thraſh d in yam, 
But now they s hopes of eating orice again, 

For by my Meagre looks it 5 plainly ſeen, . 

Since jou went, how near Starving we have been. 

Our Muſick finding little to be done. 

Left us to ſtrole with Abel up and down. 


Friend Pinkeman to Smithfield run away, 


And our Top Actors were too proud to play. 

But like Ours, every buſmeſs ſeems decayd, 
Nay even the Brandy-Shop, Laments a Trade. 
Now our Old Friend, Jo Haynes is dead. 3 


This ſeaſon, what liver ſion moſt would take, 


But for ſupplies, what ſhifts theyre forced to make. 
Th» Apprentice Prigg his Maſters Money ſteals, 

To carry Semptreſſes to Hampſtead-Wells : 

1he Wife ber Nightly pocket teſt Repeats. 

And the Mass Rob their Lodgings of the Sheets: 


We only cogen you of Half a Crown, 


Pretending Wit, and often give you none. 


Now / inter comes, our Harveſt time oyear, 
Let*s ſee to us, how Generous you#l appear. 

In Comedy youfl own us to excel 

And Tragedy Tight Caſt is done as well. 

New Humqur, and true Characters wel play, 

[nvent ſome Fool to pleaſe you every day, 

Provided that you Witts will alwayes pay: 

So Humbly take my Leave as a Man may ſay. 


FINIS. 
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